as‏ دم ااب 


EL сөл AVE гл < cuf EE LOLS UR SREB KORTE RTA RINE IO i AGN SLES, LT ALT е 
i Í 
I m 5, 
Pa e. | 
his! ч 
d p^ | 
"Wa l^ f n à 
i — 
d 


: D S TENURE 
[4 
Ne eam 
Г 
"T 
t 
ame 
cma) 
e$ 
2 
mn 
qty 
vet 
жаке 
on 
MAT tataq LIPS teris I RM 
та) Ф O ODT ETT 


SAVE 


a dollar a week and watch it grow. ENDOWMENT 
INSURANCE has started many a young woman on 
the road to happiness. 


The Endowment policy provides a combined plan 
of saving and life insurance. The Prudential Endow- 
ment policy is guaranteed. .A $1,000 20-year 
Endowment Policy at age 20, costs only $44.40 a 
year, or a saving of less than a $1 a week. 


If you will write a letter NOW to this company, 
we shall be glad to send a specimen Endowment 


policy, without cost, which you can talk over with 


your parents. State age. 


Make the start now and you will never regret it. 
Ask anyone who knows. There are few things which 


will bring you more genuine HAPPINESS. 


Mention this Book when writing 


The Prudential 
Insurance Company of America 


Edward D. Duffield, President 
Home Office, Newark, New Jersey 
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Have You А 
Bank Account? 


If you have one are you adding to it 
regularly? Are you building it up for 
the future? 


If you haven't one have you ever asked 
yourself why not? Have you ever 
stopped to consider that it is probably 
your own fault? 


You don't need a lot of money to start 
an interest-bearing savings account. 
Two. dollars will be enough for that 
purpose. Think it over; then come in 
and talk it over with our Mr. Neville, 
Manager of our 


Savings Department 


Fidelity Union Trust Company 


Broad Street, between Bank and Academy Streets 


Resources over Seventy Million Dollars 


THE ASTER 


Published by the Pupils of the Prospect Hill and Miss Craven's School 
324 Mount Prospect Avenue, Newark, N. J. 


Volume XXI February, 1925 


Board of Editors 
1924-25 


Editor-in-Chief 
Associate Editor..... 
School Editor 

Verse Editor 
Alumnae Editor 
Athletic Editor... 
Exchange Editor 
Class Editor 
Asterisk Editor... 
Business Manager 


Assistant Business Manager 


Assistant Business Manager... 


Treasurer 


... Jane Hawkes, B 
.Eleanor Christie, ' 
Betty Carrington, '2 
.Betty Blanchard, ' 


..Katharine Pulis, ' 


.Olyve Sprague, 


..Sarah Bullen, ' 
...Doris Sprague, '2 
.Constance Keller, '2 


..Louise Dixon, ' 


....Mary Walsh, ’ 


.Dorothy McGraw, 2 


.Marjorie Albray, ’ 


Class Reporters 


Eleanor Brown, '26 Eleanor Schneider, '28 


Frances Hare, '27 Mariana Conklin, '29 


Table of Contents 


Ode to Appendicitis 

\lumnae 

Borrowed Feathers ................... 
Athletic Notes 

The Asterisk . 

Exchanges 


\dvertisements 


NNUS Mirabilis! “Thus we hail 1925, which besides luring us 

to make and then break the usual resolutions, is also making 
history for us. Scientists waited with untold patience for four hun- 
dred and sixty years to see a total eclipse that lasted only a few 
seconds! But this was the super eclipse of the ages—the nonpareil of 
all time. In the same way, for about ten years, Mrs. Lamont has 
waited for a new school. We have all dreamed about it and built 
castles in the air but that is as far as we ever got. New school 
buildings do not spring up over night; it meant planning and toil 
and courage to attain such a desire. But at last our wishes have come 
true with the New Year. 


The two months’ history of the proceedings has been most excit- 
ing. One day in November the door of the Senior room was emphati- 
cally closed and classes waited, wondering, outside. Then, after some 
time, the door opened and Mrs. Lamont, with a twinkle in her eye, 
stepped out followed by the Seniors, each looking very mysteriously 
at one another. This was the first intimation of the possibilities of 
acquiring the Heller estate. But after further arrangement, Mrs. 
Lamont announced to the school, a few weeks later the wonderful 
news, and gave us a general idea as to what had to be done in order 
to obtain the estate. It looked to all of us like a great undertaking 
but with co-operation it might easily be accomplished. 

It was at this time that the Board of Trustees was formed with 
Mr. Farrand, Head Master of the Newark Academy, as Chairman. 
Several meetings took place and by Christmas a neat little pile of 
gilt edged engraved bonds reposed on the desk in the office. Mrs. 
Lamont explained that morning in Assembly that these were one 
thousand dollar bonds issued to raise the money that was to be paid 
by January 13th. It sounded like a tremendous sum, but neverthe- 
less it had to be accumulated in that short time. The bonds would 
make very pleasing Christmas gifts, to be sure, as Mrs. Lamon 
said, and I do believe there were a few who found them peeping 
out of their stockings on Christmas morn! The following weeks 
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were engulfed in an atmosphere of suspense. But it was amazing, 
if not astounding, to see how generous people could be. Those who 
did not care to take a whole bond could share half with someone else. 
Thus the required sum was raised in time and by the 14th of Janu- 
ary we learned that the title to the property had been passed and— 
“Mirabile dictu !”—the Heller estate is ours. 

What a feeling of pride exalts us now! We surely have some- 
thing to look forward to and to live up to, Whether we move into 
this glorious edifice in the Spring is a question yet to be decided. 
We all hope so, and the Seniors have a special desire to do so, if 
just to get a taste of what the future holds in store for others. 


A WARNING TO CROSS WORD PUZZLE FANS 


ECENTLY a new fad has been taken up by the American people, 

that of the cross word puzzles. The idea is not new. We have 
seen them in a New York newspaper for a good many years but it 
has been only a few months since the public, ever on the alert for a 
new “thrill,” has taken up the idea and made it famous. Many 
thousand of puzzles have been published, either in book form or in 
the daily papers. Everywhere we go we see people working them— 
on trains, on trolleys, at parties and even in the class room. Since 
this sport, if it may be called such, has taken such a grip on the 
American people, is it not wise that we stop to consider its value? 

One thing in favor of the puzzle is the fact that more of Mr. 
Webster's well-known books are being sold and used more than ever 
before in history. Such a widespread use of the Dictionary is 
undoubtedly a good thing. Words are used now in every day par- 
lance never before heard of except from the lips of learned 
pedagogues. 

However, most of the people who use them do not stop to con- 
sider whether the word is correctly used or not. There is a word 
connotation, that requires that an adjective be used in its proper 
sense and meaning. No two words in the English language have 
exactly the same meaning and there is a place for everything. A 
fist means a closed hand yet we would not think of saying, “The 
lovely lady Madeleine entered the room with a flower in her fist." 
Another thing against the idea is that, because of the great demand 
for the puzzles, those who make them up are unable to do so fast 
enough and in order to supply this demand they consequently 
include words that are obsolete, colloquial or that cannot find a place 
in our daily conversation and are therefore useless. 

What then is the result? The public uses words in the wrong 
sense.. They use words that are obsolete and try to show off a large 
vocabulary they have acquired although it is not understood and not 
required. A wide vocabulary is a useful thing, and an asset, but it 
must be correct and authoritative or it is of little value. 
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A WINTER NIGHT 


Stately rides the pallid moon in splendor, 
While the silv’ry, twinkling stars attend her; 
They throw across the glea 


ung 


snow, a path 
Of glistening mist. Around the fairy trees 


The moon hath cast a mellow crown of beams, 


And like a veil of silver down, she cloaks 


The far, distant, snow-slung mountain slopes, 
Then softly, slowly steals into the west. 


THE LONE CROCUS 


In the corner of a garden 
Blooms a little crocus white, 
Opening its tiny petals 
To the early morning light. 


It is soft and very fragile, 
As it slowly opens up; 
And the figure of the crocus 
Looks like just a tiny cup 


[t is waiting, oh so patient, 
For the summer sun to rise: 
And is wondering very anxious 
[f its little mates survive 


FRIENDSHIP 


Friendship adds to every mortal's life 
\ joy more rare than any earthly thing; 
It bears us far above all present strife, 
Exalts us to the high rank of a king. 


Friendship inspires a faith in all mankind 
Also in the divine Creator’s power 

And keeps more sordid thoughts of mind 
Away from each more sacred hour. 


Friendship helps us through our many trials 

And makes us long to bear our neighbor's cares 
And through our tears oft brings our smiles 

To bear our own, and even lighten theirs. 
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SUNRISE 


No sound is heard in the early dawn 
All calm and still; 

Faintly whispers the southern breeze 
Over the hill. 


Night is lifting 
With tender hand, 

Gathering in the twinkling stars 
That guard the land. 


g her soft gray veil 


Now in the east a rosy glow 
Dawns in the sky, 

Waking the flowers and tiny things 
From their lullaby. 


The rosy light turns brilliant gold 
Brighter and brighter till 

The sun flames forth in glad new day 
Over the hill. 


Che Road 


HETHER or not you will like this story and appreciate it, 

depends entirely upon you and the particular mood you are 
in when you read it. The plot is short, so I shall begin right here; 
but let me first warn you that you read at your own risk. From 
now on the responsibility is all yours. 

My story is laid in a small Middle Western town, a second 
“Main Street” so to speak. Here the hero, Arthur Allen, and his wife, 
Mary, the heroine, an unromantic couple will in six short days have 
traveled over the road of matrimony for thirteen years. The road 
was, as a rule, smooth and unruffled, but there was an occasional 
bump and detour, which of course was natural. 

Arthur Allen had been an inventor ever since his last days of 
college, when he was so sure that the old world could not wait till 
he was graduated, so that he could improve it. He knew positively 
that he would be successful and that he was picked out to be a 
genius. And his young wife, a co-ed of his college, was sure of it 
too. With her aid he would be famous within a short time. But 
somehow the world was not waiting with arms outstretched to greet 
them. When they arrived in Greenville, Iowa, thirteen years after 
their marriage, it was without the notice of the rest of the world. 

Since Mary and Arthur had come to Greenville and started 
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along the highway of married life, they had found it both good and 
bad, and very hard to get along—especially when one’s husband was a 
poor unfound wonder of an inventor. But their road when out 
of repair was always put under rapid reconstruction all was then, 


again, smooth and flawless. 

For years Allen had worked hard. He was not lazy; he had 
invented much but little that was a necessity to this world. True, 
he had made a little money, some here and some there, but it was not 
enough to keep his household. So Mary had taken a position in a 
victrola factory. She was in the office but occasionally she got into 
the plant. 

For weeks our inventor had been tinkering, playing, in a 
secluded part of the house with a thing so small it could hardly be 
seen. When anyone came near, it was quietly and hastily hidden 
away. At all this silence and secrecy Mary’s patience was nearly 
exhausted. She was not curious because she had so often before 
been kept in suspense for nothing at all. She knew, however, what 
he was working at and she also knew that it had lately been sent 
back by some company. Suddenly she forgot her own annoyance 
at his silence, and became enraged. How dare any company return 
such a valuable masterpiece. She would not have known this had 
not her husband at an unguarded moment told her all about it and 
how it worked. But she could not stand this seclusion of her hus- 
band; she must see more of him. She would have to fix it! Yes, 
she had a plan! 

The next day the Allens’ road of matrimony had become so 
bad that it would apparently have to end. It was too bad, but what 
could be done? Arthur was in a fury; Mary had admitted taking 
his wonderful invention, which he now had perfected and finished. 
She had taken it with no other excuse than that it was for their 
happiness and what she had done with it she would not tell. 

Arthur Allen was really ending the road on this the day which 
made it thirteen years that they had been married. At this very 
moment he was leaving, as he was about to slam the door behind 
him with a bang something seemed to call him back. The tinkle 
of the telephone bell called himi till he had to answer. 

"Yes, this is Mr. Arthur Allen—Yes—no, it can't be so—all 
right, ГЇЇ come at once—good-bye, sir." 

He put down the receiver with a look of wonder in his eyes, 
then slowly there came a light of understanding and love. He 
called out in a happy yet half-ashamed voice: 

“Mary, you wonder! My dear, you're a little genius. How 
did you ever sell my radio attachment for a victrola to your 
company ?" 

Happily, their road did not end. What seemed the end was 
merely a ditch which made the road more smooth and happier than 
ever when they finally came out on top. L.M.D., 25. 
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Жапгопи 


PE — APS the best known museum of art treasures in Italy is 
the Vatican at Rome. Certainly it contains its share of the 


priceless "objets des artes" of the world. One may spend a month 


wandering through its endless galleries and still see only a part of 
what they have to show. 

There are many points of interest in the building itself for it 
was at one time the palace of the Pope. Hidden in its foundation 
lies the Sistine Chapel, an assembly room of the cardinals, its walls 
decorated with gorgeous paintings by Michael Angelo. This is the 
only part of the building still used by the clergy, the other three floors 
being used for the collection of Italy's rare and priceless treasures. 

There are many different departments, that of paintings, of 
antiques, but the one in which we found the greatest interest was 
that of sculpture. Row upon row of glorious statues stand glisten- 
ing in the sun, until in their radiant whiteness, they seem to be 
alive and one has only to half close an eye to imagine them climbing 
from their pedestals and taking up again the life they depict, which 
was lain down when the famous ancient made his voyage across 
the Styx. 

One of the most awe-inspiring and unusual statues is that of 
Laocoón and his sons. It is placed in an ell of the building, slightly 
raised above the rest of that floor and from its niche upon this dias 
it commands the entire room. Perhaps it is because of this or 
because of the pained expression on the faces of the men that it is 
the first piece to attract one's attention upon entering the ell. The 
statue represents Laocoón and his two sons being strangled by 
serpents. ‘A rather gruesome subject it is; but the gruesomeness is 
lost in the sheer beauty of the statue. It is molded from exquisite 
yellow-white marble in which the natural tracery of yellow threads 
serve as the veins of the men and adds yet another point toward 
their reality. 

The central figure representing the father is superb We 
immediately sense his great strength in the bulging muscles, the 
outstanding veins, the perfect physique. One arm is upflung grasp- 
ing a wriggling, twisting serpent in a vain attempt to keep its 
poisonous fangs from him and his children, who themselves en- 
twined in its powerful coils gaze in supplication to their father, each 
with an arm outstretohed in pleading. In the face of the father the 
artist has managed to portray his double misery, that of physical 
pain to his own body, and that greater agony of seeing both his 
sons struck down before his eyes while he is unable to save them. 
His face in the portrayal of the death agony of the best of fathers 
who feels that in the supreme test he has failed. 


ENGLISH HUMOR 


11 


valked a long 


Upon questioned as to 
I sav, old thing, | 
wasn't there!” 
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THE OCEAN 


A misty, unveiled Beauty, 
Revealing in short moments its alluring colors, 
Recoiling at the touch of sand, 

Rushing with a roaring swish against the rock-bound 
Prying the secrets of unknown coves, 

Moaning and sighing through all the day and night; 
Reflecting the restlessness of the moon, 

Dazzling the brightness of the sun; 

Hiding treasures of Pirate days, 

Relinquishing its hold upon some jewel; 

Calm yet surging 


in ever bubbling mass of mystery ! 


Where There's А Will— 


ARION PRICE’S grandfather had upon his death left his vast 
fortune to her, his only granddaughter. But she was not to 
receive this all at one time. Old Mr. Price, fearing that his grand- 
daughter would be inclined to waste her time and his well earned 
money foolishly, decided upon the advice of his lawyer to use means 
to prevent this. He made his will into four parts, each part was 
sealed in an envelope and each envelope was numbered; the first I, 
the second II, etc.; these were to be opened according to numbers 
on them. 
Upon opening the first envelope, Marion read as follows: 


“My dear Marion: 

In order that you prove yourself capable of handling this large 
amount of money I intended to give you, and to make sure that your 
life is not wasted, I have planned three things for you to do. 

The first is that you must give up all the luxuries and conven- 
ienced you are now used to, and live in a college settlement for six 
months. 

There you must devote yourself to some occupation for the good 
of the settlement. 

This may seem very hard and strange to you at first, my child; 
but when you are older, and have completed the tasks I have set 
for you to do, I think you will understand more clearly. 

I have provided you with the necessary amount, which Mr. 
Davis will see that you receive. 

Your affectionate grandfather, 
“Lewis Price." 

Marion, a young fun-loving girl of twenty, could not imagine 
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what her grandfather was about. But, believing it to be another one 
of his queer ideas, decided to get to work at once and have the misery 
done with. 

In the college settlement she was given a very small room, 
neatly but scantily furnished. It was quite different from anything 
she had been used to before. There was ever the hum-drum of 
the people of the slums, children hungry and dirty looking, con- 
stantly running in and out. Marion was given work to do in the 
library which, at first, she loathed with her whole heart and soul, 
but later she became quite interested and the six months sped by 
rapidly. 

Then the second envelope was oj ened and ipon rea ling this, 
Marion discovered that she was to earn all by herselí two hundred 
dollars 

“Oh,” thought Marion, “this is a small sum; I can do that in 
no time. 

But she was very much mistaken, as she soon found out, for 
no one seemed to desire a woman having no experience whatever. 
She finally decided that there was nothing else for her to do but to 
go around from house to house selling silk stockings or something 
of the sort. 

This was very slow and tedious work for many of the people 
were exceedingly rude, and many a door was slammed in poor 
Marion’s face. She had many disagreeable experiences, so that by 
the time her two hundred dollars was earned she had learned to 
appreciate its value. 

The third letter stated that she must pay for and plan some 
poor child’s education. Of course, the necessary amount was given. 

A great responsibility was now thrown on Marion for she was 
obliged first to find a child worthy of this gift; then, she must buy 
clothing and other necessary things. Then last of all she must pick 
out a suitable school. 

When these three tasks were completed, Marion was an entir- 
ely different girl. She had learned, by living among poor people to 
appreciate her own wealth; she had been taught the value of money, 
and she had learned to spend it wisely. 


Upon opening the fourth letter she read: 


“My dear Marion: 


Now that you have proved yourself worthy of this fortune I am 
leaving you I wish to congratulate you for your good work. I 
want you to use this money in anyway you see fit. 


Your loving grandfather, 
“Lewis Price." 


E. S; 20. 
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BLOSSOM TIME 


Have you ever seen an orchard 
When ’tis like the winter `s snow, 
With the blossoms all a twirling 
As soft breezes make them go? 
While the robins flit o'er tree top, 
And their songs float o'er the field, 
While bright and happy children 
Gather blossoms while they yield ? 
Near the babbling brook the willow, 
O'er the mossy banks, does bend ; 
Trailing fingers in the water 
While, aloft, her song she sends. 
'Cross the fields aglow with light, 
Swallows soaring in the sky 
Swoop and dip to earth once more 
Ere they seek their home on high. 


E. McG., Z7. 


First Hiker—Which way shall we go? 
Second Hiker—I think this one has more free rides. 


“Ever hear that one about the Peevish Highway ?" 


“Well, it was a cross road." 


vale 019, Z 
"4 9160 2 
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At Cyprear 


6ST IVE days we sailed as well by night as day, and on the sixth 

day, we drew near the island, Cypreae, encircled by a halo of 
sparkling blue water, where the tiny drawves life, never eating, but 
living on the sparkles of thousands of gems and the dull glittering 
of gold, silver and copper. The sky-stretching mountains rose tall 
and mighty and beetling cliffs o'erhung the wine-dark sea; nowhere 
was a harbor. Here indeed must we meet our doom as our supplies 
had almost given out. So our hearts were crushed within us and 
my men moaned and tore their hair. In desperation we circled round 
and round the island and finally decided to cable our dark-bowed 
ship to a rock, set firm in the earth. By means of a rope tied round 
the waist of each man, we scaled the cliff, I in the lead, the tiny 
splinters of rock tearing my hands and often I lost my treacherous 
foothold only to slide back again. At last we reached the top after 
much torture and hardship worn with fatigue we lay down to sleep. 


"Soon golden-throned dawn appeared; after we had eaten our 
last scanty meal, clear-eyed Athene put strength in us and courage 
in our hearts. I selected ten of the strongest men and hastily set 
out to visit the inhabitants of the mysterious island. Unarmed, bare 
and ragged we came to the dark-mouthed cave of the drawves. 
Shouting aloud, we waited at the entrance cave, our eyes trying 
in vain to pierce the murky gloom, but nothing was to be seen. We 
sat ourselves down and waited for three hours by the exalted sun, 
all the while getting hungrier and hungrier. 

* At last unable to stand the temptation, we strode boldly into the 
gloomy cave. We walked and walked until, faint with hunger and 
despairing in hope, we started back. But the gods were against us 
that day and the dreary passage into the cold underworld, seemed 
now an inextricable maze. While standing around and shivering in 
the darkness, of a sudden doorlike openings appeared on every side 
and horrible, bearded, long-nosed gnomes rushed at us with tiny 
swords like streaks of flame made of a single red diamond and we, 
awe stricken, clambered over one another, unheedful of manner, in 
our haste to get away from the warlike demons. I alone escaped 
from the writhing mass, but my brave comrades were killed unmerci- 
fully by the terrible dwarves. 

“But as I was dashing away some of the dwarves saw me escap- 
ing and dashed after me in swift pursuit. Stumbling, I half fell 
half slid down the steep cliff to my ship. The rest of my comrades, 
seeing me thus pursued, hastily set aloft the great white sail, cut the 
cable, and as I leaped onto the deck, struck the foaming water with 
oars that never pulled so hard as they did that day. The dwarves, 
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angry at my escape, threw their flaming swords at us, but none did 
harm because we were all safely hidden. Gaspingly, Í told my story 
and clear eyed Athene, in the form of the helmsman, steered us to the 
island of Sirens, where we sold all the swords, but one, which | 
have kept for Telemachus, my son, for a goodly supply of food 

So we sailed away, glad to be clear of death but missing our 
dear comrades.” 


M. C., ’28. 


A Grip to Mars 
үү set out (my chum, K. T., and I), in a very modern 2125 
| 1 


model airplane. It was equipped with huge air tanks and 
every convenience for our contfort. It was a regular line to Mars 
We intended to visit the council there and have a pleasant vaca 
tion. 

After a long journey we arrived, and hastened to the council 
chief, who made us welcome and offered to take us on a sight 
seeing trip about the planet. We took a boat along one of the canals 
(which radiated from the center) and rode around. We had arrived 
in the morning, and as it was so very hot at noon, we went back 
soon and rested before going out again. The Martians are a friendly 
people, and made us welcome by offering us refreshing drinks and 
strange fruits, queer looking, but quite palatable. 

After our rest, we continued our sight-seeing. The surface of 
Mars is quite flat and smooth, therefore easy to travel over. 

We saw while riding, a new canal being dug. It’s far easier 
too, to dig one on Mars on account of Mars being smaller than the 
earth. The land mass does not resist so much. It is also easily dug 
because the greater part of the soil is sand, thus giving the planet 
a reddish color. 

After riding a little more we went back to the council-house and 
had supper. (The days on Mars are about the same as ours.) After 
supper we talked a while and went to bed. We were provided with 
plenty of blankets because, while it is very hot at noon there it is 
extremely cold at night. But cold as it was, my friend and I both 
wanted to see the two moons of Mars, so we clambered out of bed 
and looked out. Sure enough there they were, ones in the east and 
one in the west. We looked at them for a while but being nearly 
frozen went back to bed again. 


And so ended our first day on Mars. 


M. A., '29. 
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Skriches 


A ROAD 


A DUSTY road whipped by the November winds, the dust clouds 

in the distance obscuring the white-briched line perspective. 
Close at hand through the silver tree trunks and sparsely leaved 
branches glitter the steel blue waters of a lake. Overhead through 
the arched branches is a gray, November sky tinged with orange-red 
flames from the setting sun. Along the edge of the road are low 
brown bushes with scarlet berries; and to the left a gray boulder 
with a squirrel perched on it actively engaged with a nut. 

15:25. ES: 


THE BROOK 


It rippled, laughed, gurgled and sang all at once, as it danced 
over the rocks and combed the hair of the grasses and sifted the 
sandy bottom. 

It was a happy brook, all smiles, you could see ripples of laughter 
flash and die, again and again. It sparkled and gleamed in the sun- 
light. In gloomy weather it became a soft green and always rippled, 
laughed, gurgled and sang all at once at me. 


B. C., 28. 
A CLOUD 


A white, fluffy puff of soft wool drifting lazily by in a sea of 
azure blue, was touched by the sun's last rays and gradually turned 
into a soft pink. ‘As the flaming sun sank lower and lower behind 
the purple mountains, the cloud ohanged once more into a dreamy 
shade of violet. Then, as the sun disappeared and soft gray shadows 
embraced the earth, the tiny wisp melted into a purple haze and 
vanished entirely. 

M. C., 28. 
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A MAGIC WATI 


no more 
Ridin 


But I must alway 
Nev er to ride the surging Sez 


Nor ever be dashed on the bleak gray shore 
Nor sink i 1, | 


М sink the sand, to dash no more 
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CROSS WORD PUZZLE CRAZE 


‚ Lucy, who followed Мат 


bsent-mindedly )—Her little lamb 
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School Notes 


ROM eceml 
crowded days 
19th, and ending Janua 


` 1 А < 
es, dinners and pla 


ur sense 
December 2 the menor ( 
before the school our o ontribution towar the holida spirit 
ie song Г ¢ | ) W but ооп уоп 


lave been so secretive f late ; and the question 


ilb from the study hall light disappeared to, will 


answered on the day before our lively vacation begins, Friday, 
the 19th of December. 

The constant demand upon our pocketbooks was made this time 
for the Junior Red Cross. The amount given to this helpful organi 
zation was twenty-five dollars, giving proof that the school was well 
represented 

The Seniors had a Sewing Bee to help out the Fancy and Utility 
tables in the annual Christmas Fair. Much work was accomplished, 
numbers of pairs of gay garters besides towels and aprons. Tea was 
served and the Sewing Bee terminated in a display of the hand- 
made articles. 


THE WILD RADIATOR 


Such things as steam escaping, 
Or noises soft on loud, 

Or wild-eyed, consternation, 
Should never be allowed 


December 6th. For the many weeks approaching Saturday, the 
6th of December, everyone was busily working for the Christmas 
Fair. At last the day arrived, beautiful and cloudless, inspiring every- 
one to buy pretty things. All morning! the chairmen and their com- 
mittees were busily running around calling for more pins, nails and 
hanfmers or questioning, “How much should this be?" or “Isn’t this 
beartiful? I simply must buy it." At two o'clock sharp the tables were 
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iring tne 


unfair that the children of the men who served 
and '18 should suffer because of it! 
When you consider how much help 
t families, I know that you will be as, ha 


Toys and books were collected and packed to be sent 
settlement of “poor whites” far k in the mou 
Kentucky, to Caney Creek Community Center. These w 
Christmas trees will be distributed by the settlement workers among 
the numerous families 


December 18th. The Nativity Play this year was given on Thurs- 
day, December 18th, at the Forest Hill Presbyterian Church. The 


well-filled church signified success for the Christmas Play; indeed 
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there was much to entice the people to come. The dark trees 
silhouetted against the shadowy blue sky made effective scenery 

the proclamation of our Saviour’s birth. The Virgin and 
Joseph made an appealing picture as they entered the street 
Jerusalem when they sought shelter and were driven away by 
unhospitable hosts. An angel with wings of gold and a cele 
voice commanded the slothful shepherd to arise and worship the 
Lord. In the last act in the stable, the sleepy notes of a lullaby 


were sung to the tiny child while three kings, the shepherds, the 


children in the streets and the worshiping throng of angels joined 
together to sing immortal praise to Him on high. 


It was altogether impressive and inspiring to watch. Miss 
Young, Miss Stokes and Miss Madison were commended for their 
excellent work in directing the old French play. The solos, duets 
and choruses were all of a high quality, both in tunefulness and in 
the natural ease which overcame any barrier between speech and 
song. The cast follows: 


The Narrator Barbara Bagg 
Mary, the mother of Jesus Margaret Dennis 
Saint Joseph 
An Angel 
The Inhospitable Host 
The Slothful Shepherd Janet Lenz 
eee Muriel Thober 
Ahree Wise Mén 5,55... evda A Marjory Farrow 
Frances Conklin 
( Gardner Van Duyne 
Their Attendants Jack Ward 
Roderic Gibbons 
.Grades VI, Junior I 
Shepherds Grades III, IV, and V 
Village Children Grades I and II 


CHRISTMAS PLAY 


December 19th. “Where is my high hat?" “Could you tie my 
cravat?" No, this is not an extract from father's pre-dinner speech 
the night of the banquet ; these are frenzied questions from the labora- 
tory at school on the wintry day of December 19. For it was the 
last day of school and in honor of the occasion the habitually digni- 
fied Seniors were entertaining the school by their presentation of 
Dickens' “Christmas Carol" via the shadowgraph. 

It required an entire store of imagination to recognize, in the 
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screamingly grotesque shadows which danced airily upon the sheet, 
the girls whom we saw daily. We laughed at the shivering Bob 
Cratchet and sympathized with the nephew's Christmas spirit and all 
went home declaring it a work of art. The cast was: 


Serooeeee — OR Гол. 
Bob Cratchet Betty Blanchard 
Fezziwig Wilberta Ripley 
Mrs. Fezziwig . Dorothy Mc Graw 
Miss Fezziwig * Bunny Dixon 
Nephew « — Eleanor Christie 
Nephew’s Wife .... Katherine Pulis 
Plump Sister Betty Carrington 
Fiddler Marjorie Albray 
Clerk Bullen 
Gentleman Hawkes 


December 22nd. After many mysterious meetings, the Junior 
III Class set the date of their dance for Monday, December 22nd. 
On that evening many brightly colored gowns could be seen flitting 
to and fro. It was quite impossible to sit still very long while our 
three-piece orchestra played their snappy music. The most excit- 
ing events of the evening were the balloon dance, which caused 
many collisions, the bag dance and a snake dance. The punch bowl 
was the main attraction, and it was necessary to refill it many times. 
The decorations were red and green as Christmas was only three days 
away. The blackboards were very kindly decorated by M. P., the 
class artist. Altogether it was loads of fun as the chaperons, Mrs. 
Lamont, Mrs. Bagg and Mrs. Hapgood, agreed very heartily with us. 

A trip to New York to the Metropolitan Museum was planned 
by Miss Stokes, to view the furnished rooms of the early colonial 
period. These rooms, with the original woodwork, tiling and furni- 
ture complete were taken out of the English and Dutch houses dating 
back as far as 1630. The coarse hand-woven linen sheets and quilts 
remained on the original beds, attracting attention by their great age. 
The fine Governor Carver chairs and gate-legged tables, mellow 
with age, were viewed with great delight. Almost everyone wished 
to have one of the great open fireplaces, with a spreading hearth and 
worn Dutch tile work as well as some of the original pieces for her 


own model home. 
* 


During the past two months Miss Young has been taking a group 
of girls from the elementary grades and Junior I and Junior II 
classes to a series of Children’s Symphony Orchestra concerts 
directed by Walter Damrosch at Carnegie Hall, New York. Every- 
one has greatly enjoyed them. The description of the different 
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instruments played is most instructive, besides being interesting 
We are very glad Mrs. Lamont intends to reserve two boxes for 
next year, and we hope more girls will enjoy these inspiring concerts 


January 15th. During assembly on January 15th, we were 


1^ , 
have again our old friend Miss Wiggins, to tell us some 


delighted to 
more about the Friendly Relations Club. Miss Wiggins held our 
interest for about twenty minutes telling of actual experiences among 
the starving students of Poland and Hungary. Notwithstanding 


the fact that their needs are few, even the necessities 


for meager 
existence are at times unprocurable. "Their actual want of food, 
clothing and educational equipment is pathetically apparent, but 
despite the hardships, the overwhelming obstacles and dire need for 

them to disregard 
their severe poverty and struggle with what little they have to gain 
lge. They look forward to American students to help them 
and thank America for the help in the past. Many of us were so 
inspired by the stories of suffering that we are planning to make 


some sacrifice and procure the money ourselves. Let's not forget! 


small comforts, the eagerness for education leads 


knowle« 


j 


There are many surprises in school and one awaited us on the 
morning of January 21, when Mrs. Lamont announced in assembly 
that we were all going at recess for a holiday walk through the park 
to Ballantine Parkway and back. АП donned boots and mufflers 
and set off at a brisk pace in the crisp fresh air with the snow 
crunching underfoot. Walking in twos and groups we hurried off 
and came back inside of three-quarters of an hour, red-cheeked and 
glowing with vitality, ready to settle down to lessons. Everyone 
joins in hoping that there will be more holiday walks. 


* * * 


We are sorry to say that our Senior class has to lose Jane 
Hawkes for three months. She is taking a trip to Tucson, Arizona, 
for her health. Jane is also our very capable Editor-in-Chief of the 
ASTER, so her position is being filled by Eleanor Christie as Editor- 
in-Chief, pro tem. 

+ ж + 

February 3rd. There was much excitement in school, when 
everyone noticed a bright diamond solitaire on the hand of every 
teacher. There were rumors of one of them being engaged but 
which one was it? After whispered conferences and careful analysis 
of the past and present of every teacher, conclusions were arrived at, 
but they were all wrong! Suddenly someone found out and the 
news spread like wildfire. When Miss James was confronted by a 
questioning, gesticulating, congratulating mob, she blushingly admit- 
ted her engagement to Mr. Eli Harvey, a scupltor. The rings on 
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ODE TO APPENDICITIS 


[ met 

And every time | did, 

No battle’s ever won unless it’ 
But even so, fear struck my he: 


Thinking > might have to part 


And during ou i 
Not quite so sad have tell 
Wishing I could forget you; 
Knowing [ ought to lose you: 
Thinking of the pain 'twould cause me, 


When you and I should separated be 


A youth took his first check to the bank. The cashier asked him 


to indorse it, so he took up a pen and wrote on the back, “I heartily 
indorse this check." —Tid-Bits. 
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@SACUMNAGAE а 
NOTES 


WE are always glad to welcome alumnae, and holiday time 

usually brings us some from distant parts. At Thanksgiving 
Kathryn Smith arrived from Syracuse, and Christina Koehler and 
Mildred Koester came for Assembly. We were also glad to see 
Betty Heller, ex ’23, home from Farmington. 


At the Fair, December 5th, Edith Macnabb, ’24, was chairman 
of the tea room which was a huge success. Helping her were Helen 
Mullins, Elizabeth Arbuckle, Mildred Koester and Helen Roh. Bea- 
trice Marley, '21, Margaret Agens, 23 and others were seen around 
the rooms. 

We wish to congratulate Maria Leiper, '24, on making the fresh- 
man basketball team at Vassar. Miss Smith saw her play her first 
game against V. C. '24, and brought back enthusiastic accounts of 
her high jumps and persistent guarding. Who knows? Perhaps 
Teddy helped us win our first game against Beard’s, January 16th. 


On January sixth a number of us saw Betty Hardham, '23, at 
School. It was interesting to hear about her work on the Wellesley 
News. She says it is just like bringing out an ASTER every week. 
We sympathize with her. 


The day of the mysterious Senior Christmas Play we were glad 
to see Janet Obrig, '24, back from Wells College. We wonder what 
she thought of shadow pictures compared with balcony scenes. 


Edith Morrison, '20, has announced her engagement to Jamis 
Flockhart. 


Ruth Bulgin Martenis, '18, was married to Everett Wilson 
Sweezy, in Glen Ridge on New Year's Day. The bride is a gradu- 
ate of Wellesley, '23, and the groom graduated from Harvard. 
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Did decide that 


But—the 


dear mother 


At the fate of her handsome 


And Miss Mary was sent to the nt 


With a supper of cracker 


Moral 
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Athletic Notes 


There has been much activity in the Athletic Associa 
the past few weeks. First the basketball team wi 
Olyve Sprague was elected Captain and Jane Hawkes, 

Since then there has been a new start in the enthusiasm thi 

the school, and more people have been. coming out to practice 

a team we needed some cheering, so “Willie” Ripley and t 
Sherman were elected cheer-leaders. And they certainly cannot 
equaled when it comes to leading the cheers. 

We have been hoping ever since the basketball season began 
this yeai that we would be able to play some outside schools. Miss 
Hart enses with lot { practice that we might be able to, and 
Mrs. Lamont took the excellent advice of our eager and clever coach 
and consented to let us accept the challenge from Miss Beard's 
School. And we are ° certainly glad that she did! We're going to 
play them again Friday, thirteenth of February. But we don't mind 
unlucky days, they'r re luck for us. I£ many girls come out to 
practice and we have as good cheering this time as before, we stand 
a fine chance of winning—so everybody help! 


Rain certainly seents to be in our favor. Friday, the 16th, the 
day we were to play our first outside game, arrived in all its damp- 
ness. But undaunted we swam bravely forth to the Y. W. C. A. 
to meet our opponents, Beard’s. Our team, thanks to Miss Hart, 
did its "stuff" wonderfully and was enthusiastically backed by lusty 
cheering. At the end of the first half the score was 5-11 in Beard's 
favor. When the second half began our team looked determined 
to change the score entirely in our favor. And they did! The second 
half ended 20-19 in our favor. Close—but more thrilling because 
of that. Such shouting hasn't been heard in the Y. W. C. A. ina 
long time. The line-up was as follows: 


Forwards—Eleanor Christie, Frances Hare. 
Guards—Emily McGregor, Jane Hawkes. 
Center—Olyve Sprague. 

Side Center—Katharine Pulis. 


A fond father discovered his young hopeful reading a dime 
novel. 

“Unhand me, villan," the detected boy cried, “or there will be 
blood shed." 

“No,” said the father grimly, tightening his hold on the boy's 
collar, “not blood shed, wood shed." 
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Che Asterisk 


IN THE OLD CLOCK 


In the corner had long been forgotten 
The clock which so many tales knew. 

It was old and tall, almost broken, 
That grandfather’s clock wasn’t new. 


It had seen many parties and laughter, 
\lso weddings, and funerals, and tears, 

But now as the fire burns brighter 
And lights up the sofa and chairs 


Little Willie comes stealing in softly, 
And climbs in its big case, with fear, 

Lest somebody might hear him enter, 
As the door to the hall is so near. 


He’s waiting and waiting and waiting; 
But slowly the moment draws near, 

His sister and boy friend are sitting 
On the sofa, talking so clear. 


The young man moves closer to sister, 
Keeps saying low words in her ear, 

When out of the clock comes, “Oh, Mister !” 
They turn around quickly in fear. 


And there stands the clock in the corner 
Its vigil ready to keep. 

While there in the case, in the corner 
Lies Willie, pretending to sleep. 
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THE KIND THAT HURTS 


ate the other da 


HINTS TO THE REDUCERS 


eve one wee! 


A HINT FOR THE THIN 


ind X I i vou ll COIN} down [ lur p 


Vim ['ve cea ed t« 


“Mr. Elman, you re off tl ғ 
“There, there, Professor Bach, don’t fly off the Handel!” 
"Is that joke original ?" 

"No, I made it up myself." 
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Exekannce €a:Ttor 


Exchanges 


Dear old Santa was surely good, as he remembered us with many 
school magazines and papers. We were all greatly surprised and 
pleased to receive them and we hope he won’t discontinue his work 
even though his “sending time” is past. 

Our first remembrance was The Morristonion, from the Morris- 
town School, Morristown, N. J. Your stories are worthy of com- 
ment, especially “The Princess." We wish you better luck in your 
future Athletic Meets, whatever they may be. 

To The Packer Current Items, from the Packer Collegiate Insti- 
tute, Brooklyn, N. Y. We wish to extend our congratulations on 
the fine poetry which appears in that magazine, namely, “Mischief,” 
"Grace Court," “Harlequin” and “Dreams.” 

The Budget from the Vail-Deane School, Elizabeth, N. J., is 
always so fine that our comment can be none but the best. Keep up 
the good work. We wish to mention how much we enjoyed reading 
“Roccapalumbra.” 

The Link, from Miss Fine’s School, Princeton, N. J., we like 
immensely, but we wish your Exchange List would grow a little 
bigger. 

To The Scarab, from the Bergen School for Girls, Jersey City, 
N. J., originality seems a most fitting adjective to apply. Both your 
stories and your poems are worth honorable mention. 

Indeed, The Quill from the Staten Island Academy came with- 
out any great delay. The contents of your Literary Department, 
with special mention of “Help The Poor and Needy,” and “Lost 
And Found,” is excellent. May you ever continue your fine work. 

The Criterion, from the Paterson Girls" High School, Paterson, 
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WHAT OTHERS SAY OF U 


| et tle + 


l оеп 


to the ordinary 


en Grundies’ was 


` а good 


magazinë 


rl 1 
neU 
Notes, and 


ine representative paper 


a good ы I "WS column 

T he Scarab. “W e enjoyed readir g some of you longer articles 
very much, The composition on ‘Dante’ seemed to us to be very 
interesting and well written 
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WILLIAM DIXON, Inc. 


Compliments of 
Importers and Manufacturers of P 


TOOLS AND SUPPLIES A FRIEND 


NEWARK, N. J. 


—¿ u n 
Fred—He says his business is going to the dogs 
Jim—Why, what business is he in? 
Fred—He manufactures dog biscuits 


Tel. Mul. 0800-0601 


SIMON DAVIS 


Restaurant 


Catering in Every Detail 


943 BROAD STREET 
NEWARK, N. J. 
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Tel. Market 7124 


BEGEROW'S 


946 BROAD STREET 


GEORGE E. ILSLEY 


Furrier 
Flowers 


41 HALSEY STREET 
(Opposite Hahne's) 
NEWARK, N. J. 


Tel. B. B. 8561 Tel. Market 3168 


ART CRAFT GIFT SHOP 
MARY AYERS 


WETTLIN STUDIO 


Portraits Made in Home or 


Studio 
Hats of Charm 


RUTH GANNON 


917 BROAD STREET 
665 MT. PROSPECT AVE. (Over Keer's) 
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Tel. B. B. 2801 


H. SPECKMANN 
SMITH AND SMITH | Home-made Ice Cream and 
"HOME FOR SERVICES” Fine Candies 
—— 677 MT. PROSPECT AVE. 
NEWARK, N. J. 
NEWARK, N. J. 


Families, Parties, Churches, Etc. 


Supplied 


All Orders Receive Prompt and 
Careful Attention 


From the Beginning to the Concert Stage 


ALEXANDER BERNE PIANO SCHOOL 


ALEXANDER BERNE, Director 


Assisted by a Staff of Competent and Qualified Instructors 


30 EAST KINNEY STREET NEWARK, N. J. 


PIANO—ORGAN—HARMONY 
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Tel. B. B. 3287 
What Is Home Without 


WINDOW SHADES 
Call 
MT. PROSPECT 
DIPPEL SHADE CO. | STATIONERY STORE 


For the Better Kind of Work Candies Novelties Kodaks 
Draperies Upholstering 


Chair Caning Rush Bottoms 


Circulating Library 
Printing and Developing 


Stationery 


463 CLINTON AVE. 
NEWARK, N. J. 669 MT. PROSPECT AVE. 


— — — ee 
He—I have an idea. 
She—Be good to it—it's.in a strange place. 


For 
GAS RANGES 
COAL RANGES 
LAUNDRY STOVES 


STEAM and WATER 
BOILERS 


WARM AIR HEATERS 
OIL COOK STOVES 


Visit the Showroom of 
MAIER-RICH 


& CO. 


41 BLOOMFIELD AVE. NEWARK 
(At Park Avenue) 
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The 


Valley Ranch 


LAZY JD 
SADDLE TRIP * 
in the ROCKIES» 
FOR YOUNG LADIES 


Yellowstòne National Park 

Wyoming Big-Game Country 
Teton Mountains 

Cody. Staripede 

JULY - AUGUST 
For Booklet Rddr 

JULIAN S. BRY AN; беу 

VALLEY RANCH CO. J 

NEW ‘YORK; 


CLASS OF 1926 


THE CHRISTMAS GIFT 
SEASON 

Your Portrait Handsomely 
Framed 


Is never subjected to the "pricing" 
which is most always the fate of any 


other gift you make. 
Make an Appointment To-day 
We have no connection with any 


studio of similar name. 


913 BROAD STREET 


PRINTING, STATIONERY 
OFFICE FURNITURE 


DESKS, CHAIRS 
SECTIONAL 
BOOK CASES 


LEATHER GOODS 
FOUNTAIN PENS 
WRITING PAPER 


BAKER 


PRINTING CO. 
“All your Office Needs" 


251 MARKET ST. NEWARK,N. J. 
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LADY DOROTHY 
HAIRDRESSING PARLORS 
EDNA ROY, Prop. 

Facial Massage 


Hair Culture 
Almond Meal Treatment 
This Space Won by Shampooing French Wave 


Marcelling Bobbing 
Sr. III Class Manicuring, Etc. 


Personal Scientific Treatments of 


Hair, Skin and Scalp 
Appointments at Your Convenience 


Hours: 9 A. M. to 5 P. M. 
Mon. and Fri. Till 9 P. M. 


681 Mt. Prospect Avenue 
Newark, N. J. 


Tel. Mul. 1556 


Photographic 


SCHARY'S Portraiture 
C. MOSIAS 


Millinery, Gowns and HOWARD SOMERS 


607 BROAD STREET 
NEWARK, N. J. 


Novelties 


945 BROAD STREET 
NEWARK, N. J. 
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Tel. B. B. 1178 


ARMORY 
RIDING SCHOOL 


(Incorporated) 
A. ST. JOHN BOYCOTT, President 
CLASS OF 1928 Branch Stable: 
10 Northfield Avenue 
West Orange, N. J. 
Longer under the same management 


than any Riding School in 
New Jersey 


110-120 ROSEVILLE AVE. 


NEWARK, N. J. 
(Essex Troop Stables) 
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š GIFTS Fer ALL 

OCCASIONS § 
| Diamonds Platinum Jewelry : 
| Watches Gold Jewelry { 


Silverware 


| Z3 ZN Store 
G) 665Broad St. 


Established 78248 


Tel. Connection 


Cakes at Day's 
Ice Cream at Day's WILLIAM WARD CRANE 
DAY Electragist 
IS THE CATERER 
899 BROAD STREET 679 MT. PROSPECT AVE. 


NEWARK, N. J. 


Asbury Park Philadelphia 


SPORT 
FRANK’S Pumps and Oxfords 


Wearing Apparel With Style and Fit 
Ideal for the Growing Girl 


Women’s and Misses’ 


911 BROAD STREET 
NEWARK, N. J. 


A. A. EISELE & SONS 
655 BROAD STREET 
Tel. Market 2670 NEWARK, N. J. 


